SOME LETTERS OF
ance in the academic stocks, however, has been sensibly shortened: I expect to get on to Boston before the end of April, to meet some of God's people once more before setting out for God's country. Is n't it singular that really good humans all seem like emigres, trying bravely but rather forlornly to persuade themselves that the land of their adoption is the land of Heart's Desire? By which sapient query you can gauge the state of my nervous reservoirs: a whining sentimentality such as that can only be excused or accounted for by the nigh yawning of the ineloquent tomb.
I will not try to thank you for your multiplied kindnesses, of which your letter was not the least. Always earnestly yours,
WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY.
To Daniel Gregory Mason
[CHICAGO, Feb. 23, 1897.] DEAR DAN:
Your letter arouses my conscience from the daze into which I some months ago drugged and sand-bagged it in order that it might not interfere with the performance of meaner but more pressing duties than the ones it clamored of. I have
82d that this is n't saying a damn against the pills....
